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Letter  From  The  Editor 


It  wasn’t  long  ago  that  I was  the  type  of  student  that  showed  up 
to  class  and  then  left  campus  immediately  I didn’t  care  to  be  sociable  or 
involved.  For  a while  there , I pretended  that  this  was  working  for  me. 

Then  about  a year  ago , I realized  that  I needed  to  make  the  most 
of  my  time  here  at  the  College  of DuPage.  I was  tired  of  moping  back 
and  forth  between  home  and  school , feeling  like  I wasn’t  getting  a genu- 
ine college  experience. 

In  high  school , I found  my  place  in  the  madness  that  was  the 
journalism  office  as  an  editor  for  both  the  newspaper  and  yearbook. 
During  my  time  there , I learned  that  my  favorite  thing  about  working  on 
a publication  was  the  collaboration  of  creative  people.  The  most  memora- 
ble meetings  always  included  discussions  on  the  aesthetics  of  the  publica- 
tion and  the  importance  of  it  complementing  the  written  work.  So  it  was 
no  surprise  when  I found  myself  allured  to  the  Prairie  Light  Review. 

After  our  first  class  meeting  last  spring,  I knew  right  away  that 
I was  exactly  where  I wanted  to  be  and  my  only  regret  was  not  joining 
sooner.  I am  truly  grate ful  to  be  a part  of  a group  that  spends  its  time 
examining  art  and  literature  in  a way  that  not  many  of  us  get  to  do.  I 
am  especially  grateful  for  the  intelligent  and  hilarious  people  I’ve  had 
the  pleasure  of  working  with.  We  have  worked  hard  to  put  together  this 
spectacular  collection  of  art  and  literature  from  our  talented  contributors. 

My  ffist  semester  as  Editor-in-Chief  has  been  a rewarding  expe- 
rience. As  much  as  I continue  to  find  out  how  difficult  it  is  to  work  on  a 
publication , the  more  and  more  I am  realizing  how  right  it  feels  to  be  a 
part  of  one. 

I welcome  you  to  the  Fall  2014  issue  of  the  Prairie  Light  Review. 
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PIR  Submission  Guidelines 


Twice  a year  for  the  December  and  May  issues,  all  students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College 
of  DuPage  District  502  community  may  enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per 
issue  of  original  fiction,  nonfiction,  essays,  and  drama  of  1,600  words  or  less;  poetry  of  62 
lines  or  less;  graphic  essays  of  12  panels  or  less;  black  and  white  and  color  photography; 
and  2D  and  3D  artwork  of  any  medium.  A class  of  student  editors  who  are  enrolled  in 
English  2210  reads  blind  entries. 

Written  work  is  viewed  as  a finished  product; 

copy  editing  is  kept  to  a minimum  to  respect  the  authors  intentions. 

Please  carefully  proofread  your  written  entries.  Selected  work  is  published,  subject  to 
space  limitations.  Send  all  entries  to  prairiehghtreviewsubmissions@gmail.com  after 
filling  out  the  submission  form  at  www.cod.edu/plr.  Only  works  submitted  this  way  will 
be  considered. 

All  entries  must  be  the  original  work  of  the  artist. 

Only  works  emailed  in  a digital  format  will  be  considered. 

VISUAL  SUBMISSION  GUIDELINES 

•Visual  subject  matter  must  be  appropriate  for  an  audience  of  the  District 
502  community. 

•Title  all  entries. 

•Enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per  issue  of  drawings,  cartoons, 
graphics,  charcoal  drawings,  etchings,  paintings,  murals,  collages,  sculptures, 
ceramics,  fashion,  jewelry,  and  all  new  media. 

•Remove  your  name  and  any  other  identifying  information  from  all  entries. 
•Photograph  all  physical  art  as  you  want  it  to  appear  in  the  magazine. 

•Prairie  Light  Review  reserves  the  right  to  digitally  crop,  enlarge,  or  reduce 
photographs  to  accommodate  the  magazine’s  page  size  limitations. 

EMAIL  SUBMISSION  GUIDELINES 

•Best  sizes  are  8”xll”or  larger. 

•Include  in  the  subject  line  of  the  email:  first  name  and  last  name 
•Include  in  the  body  of  the  email:  your  full  address  with  zip  code; 

contact  telephone  number;  an  alternate  email  address. 

•Tide  all  entries. 

•Use  only  -jpeg,  .jpg,  .tif,  .png,  or  .gif  file  types. 

•Name  the  file:  tide.filetype.  ex:  WheatfieldWithCrows.jpg 


PIR  Submission  Guidelines 


WRITTEN  SUBMISION  GUIDELINES 

• Subject  matter  must  be  appropriate  for  an  audience  of  the  District 
502  community. 

• (Profane  language  may  be  censored) 

• Tide  all  entries. 

• Enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  issue  of  original  fiction, 

nonfiction,  essays,  and  drama  of  1,600  words  or  less;  poetry  of  62  lines  or  less; 
graphic  essays  of  12  panels  or  less. 

• Times  New  Roman  11  point  only,  without  special  effects. 

Foreign  Language  Poetry 

Prairie  Light  Review  welcomes  poetry  in  an  authors  native  language  as  long  as  an  En- 
glish language  translation  accompanies  the  entry.  Although  grammar  and  punctuation  of 
foreign  language  poetry  will  not  be  judged,  PLR  editors  will  judge  the  English  language 
translation  the  same  as  any  entry.  At  their  discretion,  the  PLR  editors  may  verify  the 
content  of  the  entry  with  foreign  language  experts. 

In  addition  to  the  Submission  Guidelines  for  all  written  work,  foreign  language  poetry 
must  adhere  to  the  following  rules: 

•An  author  may  enter  only  one  foreign  language  poem  per  issue. 

•The  language  of  the  poem  must  be  indicated. 

•All  characters  and  diacritical  marks  must  be  features  available  in  standard 
computer  fonts. 

•A  full  and  accurate  English  translation  must  accompany  all  foreign  language 
poems;  otherwise,  the  work  will  not  be  considered. 

EMAIL  SUBMISSION  GUIDELINES 

•Include  in  the  subject  fine  of  the  email:  first  name  and  last  name. 

•Include  in  the  body  of  the  email:  your  full  address  with  zip  code; 

contact  telephone  number;  an  alternate  email  address. 

•Title  each  entry. 

•Copy  and  paste  each  entry  into  the  body  of  the  email.  Do  not  attach  files. 


Entrants  maintain  the  rights  to  their  work  and  may  subsequently  offer  their  work  to  any 
publication. 


Spring  Submission  Deadline 
February  2015 

Wanted: 

Marketing  Editor 

email: 

PLRE@cod.edu 


Visit  us  @ cod.edu/student_life/prairie_light_review/ 
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SPACE 


I’ve  always  admired 
my  friend’s  ability  to 
shape  her  own  noise. 

I write  pages  of 

spitting  words  and  sharp  pictures 
before  I can  hear 

anything  other 

than  the  blood  and  breath  of  me, 
the  not-noise  I am 

when  surrounded  by 

the  world’s  chaotic  ramblings, 

sounds  I cannot  tame. 

She  takes  the  noise  in 
fists  made  of  iron  will  and 
pushes  it  inside, 

into  her  chest  made 
of  ivory  ribs  and  steel 
sternum,  dauntless  strength; 

into  her  mouth,  tight 
against  the  vibrations  of 
words  she  refuses. 


She  rolls  it  with  her 

tongue  and  clamps  it  between  her 

molars,  chews  on  it 

until  she  makes  it 
into  a shape  she  wants  to 
spit  out — then  she  does. 

I chew  and  shape,  heart 
loud  in  mortal  ribs,  kneading 
and  needing  new  words 

to  pull  this  noise  from 
me.  I can  feel  it  shaking 
my  bones,  rattling 

through  my  mind  like  chain- 
toting  ghosts,  choosing  words  I 
refuse.  I bite  down, 

grind  my  teeth  to  shape 

the  noise.  But  when  I would  speak, 

I find  I’m  out  of 
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LEGOLAND 


We  sit  on  the  floor  next  to  each  but  we  are  separate  in  our  thoughts.  You  are  thinking 
about  Legos  and  I am  thinking  about  you. 

I study  your  pudgy  hands,  like  2 cream  puffs,  as  they  skillfully  create  Lego  structures 
that  get  bigger  and  more  complex  and  I wonder:  What  will  you  become? 

You  are  only  3 years  old  yet  you  swiftly  choose  the  pieces  and  connect  them  with  a 
certainty  of  your  design. 

I am  32,  pregnant,  and  confused  about  my  own  direction.  I want  to  give  you  a perfect 
life  and  I worry  if  I can  do  it. 

Your  hands  keep  moving.  You  do  not  hesitate.  You  have  no  fear  of  failure.  I realize 
that  you,  with  your  Legos,  are  happy  and  fulfilled  and  that  no  matter  what  you  will 
build  solid  structures  in  your  life.  I decide  that  I could  learn  from  you  and  build  my 
own  version  of  Lego  happiness  and  in  the  end,  we  would  both  be  fine. 
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THE  SAINTS  KEEP  MARCHING  IN 


The  saints  are  marching  in  again.  Trumpets  blare  while  the  drums  keep  time 
and  our  customers  crane  their  necks.  At  one  of  the  patio  tables,  an  old  couple 
tap  their  feet  and  shake  their  heads  about  half  a step  behind  the  rhythm.  Ev- 
eryone else  starts  snapping  their  fingers  and  humming  along  as  their  ten  dol- 
lar bowls  of  gumbo  go  cold.  A little  boy  kneels  on  his  chair,  peering  over 
the  back  of  his  seat  at  the  band  and  their  horns  bobbing  with  every  step. 

We  get  a rush  in  the  evening  time,  every  day  with  people  hoping  to  catch  the 
saints.  The  patio  seats  are  so  close  you  could  tug  at  the  sleeves  of  the  procession 
as  they  walk  by.  You  can  almost  feel  the  spit  from  the  trumpets  as  it  dots  the 
front  of  your  shirt,  your  face,  your  lemon  water.  That  old  couple  out  on  the  pa- 
tio are  regulars,  a lot  of  people  here  are.  The  rest  are  tourists  just  trying  to  fit  in. 

Last  week  it  was  the  same  show.  In  the  morning,  they  bring  in  the  recently  de- 
ceased. Nobody  shows  up  for  these  matinees.  That  time  it  was  one  of  the  small- 
er caskets.  Four  pall  bearers  instead  of  six.  The  band  played  slow  and  quiet,  but 
you  could  barely  hear  them  for  the  mother’s  wailing.  You  could  hear  her  from 
blocks  away.  She  echoed  off  the  closed  shutters  and  locked  doors  in  the  quiet 
daytime  street.  In  the  evening,  after  they  had  left  the  dead,  they  returned  with 
the  saints.  A young  couple  danced  while  others  whistled  and  hollered.  People 
who  lived  above  the  street  flung  open  their  windows  to  join  in.  Some  ran  out 
into  the  street  to  join  the  ranks.  The  mother  was  still  wailing  in  her  husband’s 
arms,  but  you  couldn’t  hear  it.  Her  face  pulled  in  tight  around  her  eyes,  deep 
lines  set  in  when  she  opened  her  mouth  to  scream,  but  all  that  came  out  were 
the  trumpets,  loud  and  fast.  The  band  played  while  the  people  danced  and  she 
stained  her  husband’s  jacket.  That  night,  long  after  work,  long  after  the  parade, 
I remember  turning  on  the  TV  and  watching  Miss  America  get  her  crown. 
Her  makeup  cracked  and  smeared,  she  was  smiling  so  big.  I remember  watch- 
ing her  smile  and  wave  like  she  won’t  be  replaced  this  time  next  year.  She 
smiled  like  that  moment  would  last  forever,  and  then  they  cut  to  commercial. 
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And  now  on  the  patio  people  are  up  and  dancing.  The  old  couple  hand  in  hand, 
he  spins  her  slowly.  The  little  boy  is  now  standing  up  in  his  chair,  kicking  his  feet, 
scaring  his  mom  to  death.  Everybody  wishing  this  moment  would  last  forever 
until  the  band  rounds  the  corner  and  music  starts  to  fade.  And  then  everyone  sits 
back  down  and  pretends  not  to  see  the  flies  that  have  settled  in  their  food.  The  old 
man  and  his  wife  call  me  over.  He  points  to  his  bowl.  Still  full,  freezing  cold.  I take 
it  back  to  the  kitchen  to  reheat  it.  Soon  the  crowd  starts  to  thin.  Their  tables  are 
cleaned  and  their  chairs  are  stacked.  But  every  night  they  come  back.  Every  week 
a wailing  mother.  Every  year  a Miss  America.  And  the  saints  keep  marching  in. 


Hospitality 

Etching 


Spill  Over 
Photography 


STORMWATER  POND 


Wind  shrieks, 

Brushes  my  cheeks, 
Subsides. 

Clouds  of  slate  slide 
Across  the  dreary  sky. 
Daring  the  storm  to  strike 
I beat  a steady  pulse 
On  the  pavement 

Ducks  with  emerald  heads 
And  golden  beaks 
Strut  past  dry  reeds 
Into  the  glistening  pond. 
Tiny  silver  peaks 
Ripple  across 
And  diamonds 
Cascade  from  a culvert 

Wind  screams  again 
Louder 

Pulling  my  hair 

Up  and  back  and  sideways. 

I stand  tall 

Shoulders  back 

Head  held  high 

And  stride 


ADAM  SCHWEITZER 


HAIL 

All  hail  the  freaks 

All  hail  the  ones  who  wear  it  on  their  sleeves 
All  hail  the  colorful  in  dress 

the  colorful  in  language 
the  colorful  in  flesh 

flesh  marked  in  ink  and  steel 
colorful  hair  flowing  in  waves 

life  flowing  in  broad  brush  strokes 
flowing  in  song  and  story 
All  hail  the  wild  outsiders 

wild  men  and  women 
and  wild  beings  who  refuse  categorization 
who  refuse  cultural  norms 
who  refuse  stigma 

All  hail  the  humanists 
All  hail  the  lovers 

lovers  of  life  and  all  who  live  it 

live  it  fully  engaged 
live  it  with  eyes  open 
live  it  with  joyous  hearts 

All  hail  the  faithful  heretics  shouting  crazed  in  the  night 
All  hail  the  manic  voices  echoing 
All  hail  the  truth  speakers 

truth  from  within 
and  truth  of  the  world 

truth  outside  of  judgment  and  bias 
truth  that  resonates  in  hearts  and  heads  and  hands 
All  hail  the  great  variety  that  confronts  illusions  of  conformity 

that  confronts  the  forced  bland  narratives 
All  hail  the  ones  working  toward  tomorrow 
All  hail  the  ones  living  in  the  moment 
All  hail  the  freaks 


Imaginary  Friends 
Photography 


Clown  Love 
Photography 


' «4.  , 


JUST  SLEEPING  [SONNET] 


Under  the  weight  of  mv  covers  I feel 
at  home,  where  no  harm  can  befall  m 
sleep  all  hours  and  forget  what  is  real 
Suspended  in  time  is  where  I live,  mv 


mind  aimlessly  wanders  about  the  things 
I cannot  grasp.  My  head,  a trap  set  for 
only  me.  I listen  to  my  blood  sing, 
flowing,  the  roaring  in  my  ears,  no  more 


now 


know  so 


Portrait  of  Liz 
Oil  on  wood 
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MARDEILE  FORTIER 
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to  find  their  dreams  in  spring  in 


JULIA  ANDERSEN 


AN  INCURABLE  CASE  OF  DAYDREAMING 


I make  stories  in  my  head 
of  what  I will  do 
(not  today  but) 
someday — 

I see  them  in  my  mind, 

dancing,  flickering  through 

like  the  home  movies  grandpa  made 

(not  a sound  but) 

bright  and  full  enough  to  speak. 

I see  the  smiling  faces  and 

hiding  faces,  retreating  behind  lively  humble  hands 
that  flutter  over  eyes  and  wave  the  cameraman  away 
(not  sure  he’s  gone  but) 
then  peeking  and  laughing. 

I watch  them  unfold  behind  my  eyes 

like  enchanted  paper  butterflies  casting  story-shadows 

on  the  wall,  so  colorful  and  lively  that 

(not  always  but) 

sometimes  I start  to  believe. 

I have  scoured  the  lowest  valleys  and 

highest  peaks  of  my  own  imagination 

and  so  nearly  lived  these  many  stories  that  I half  believe 

(not  today  but) 

someday 

I will. 
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William  Marr 


Little  Girl 
Mixed  media  painting 


RIDING  WITH  GARY 


With  Gary  it  was  always  a wild  ride. 

Life  flying  by  in  crazy  hysterical  star-spinning  delight 
of  joy-riding  teens  on  a hot  summer  night. 

Arms  reaching,  frenzied  shouts, 
then  barreling  down  and 
bottoming  out. 

Dirty  work  gone  in  the  rear-view  mirror, 
drywall  dust  pasted  on  sweat-damp  skin, 

All  pain  puffed  away  in  cigarette  smoke, 

Care  washed  away  by  whiskey’s  icy  burn, 
and  whites  and  wine. 

All  night  we  breathed  the  melodied  air 
and  strummed  and  sang  and  swelled 
with  twisted  harmonies, 
laughed  with  drunken  madness 
and  ecstatic  music-making, 
raucous  revelry  — 
a horrible  din 
impossibly  bad 

guitars  and  voices  hopelessly  out  of  tune. 

Speeding  country  lanes  alive  with  clattering  gravel  through  woods  a blur. 
Blasting  radio  road  tunes  as  we 
danced  with  danger 
careened 
around 
corners 

cool  wind  in  our  streaming  hair. 

City  lights  sparkling,  we 

cruised  the  neighborhood  low  and  slow 
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RAYMOND  ZIEMER 


with  catcalls  and  commentary, 
keen  observation 
and  Gary’s  wry  analysis  of 

Whatever  You  Got. 


Paupers  or  princes  — 
he’d  been  both  in  his  time  after  all  - 
he  could  - and  would  - talk  to  anybody 
about  anything 

(But  maybe  not  specifics,  you  know) 
cause  conspiracies  abound  and  the  fix  is  in 
And  who  could  deny  it  after  checking  his  record. 

We  were  all  part  of  the  plot  at  one  time. 

Like  the  cops  who  rousted  him  and  curbed  that  beater, 

the  Blue  Demon  with  its  hand-painted  hood,  dented  fenders,  smudgy  windows 
and  carpet  rolled  up  on  the  roof  like  a corpse. 

Connoisseur  of  crazy, 

He  knew  it  when  he  saw  it 
called  it  when  he  caught  it 

But  somebody  always  found  him  a space  in  the  parking  lot 
And  a couch 

at  least  for  a night  or  a month  or  more 

cause  he  was 

Irresistible  Irrepressible  Irreplaceable. 

You  could  hitch  a ride  for  a while  with  him 
then  hop  off 
or  drop  off 

And  somebody  else  would  scramble  inside 
for  the  next  leg 

cruising  along  in  the  lunatic  whirl 
as  long  as  they  could  handle 
the  heat  the  hilarity  the  hell-bent  dash, 

And  try  to  remember 

That  Gary’s  maniacal  ride  could  only  ever  end 
in  a fiery  crash. 
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JEREMY  MOATS 


A silver  seething  silence 
embraces  my  mind 
like  a winter  s cloud. 


Grassland  Souls 
Photography 
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Tranquil  Moment 
Photography 


Twilight  Dance 
Photography 


Dee  Hudson 
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DOD!  DOLENDI 
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Playful  architects 

scoop  ’til  sunset  or  high  tide  comes, 
or  vacation  ends. 


25 


Marianne  Hentges 


Cernnunos 

Photography 
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LIAM  WALLECK 


TRILOBITE 


Driftin’  down  that  ceaseless  flow 
And  bleedin’  out  beneath  an  overpass, 
No  one  can  drain  me  Uke  you. 
The  familiar  feeling  of  being  constricted 
Sinking  down  my  throat, 
Like  the  sky  turning  black  from  the  wasteland. 
This  absence  got  me  thinkin  I’d  never  see  the  sun  again. 
And  something  in  this  landscape  washing  over  me, 

Drowning  out  the  emptiness; 
Once  again,  I’m  perfectly  aware  of  this  distance  between  us. 
I’d  peel  back  all  my  skin  if  you  could  see  my  good  intentions 
This  dead  weight  got  me  stuck  just  beneath  the  surface 

And  in  this  moment, 
I know  what  you’re  going  through 
You’re  somewhere  way  up  there  with  ceiling  tiles  painted  in  the  sky 
You  forget  you’re  falling,  and  the  ground  may  not  seem  so  far  now 

But  it  is 

And  it’s  hard  to  tell  which  way  is  down 
So  just  rip  up  the  grass  and  try  to  plant  yourself. 
I know  it’s  easier  to  surrender  to  the  noise 

Than  to  tread  this  water, 
And  let  the  current  take  you  under. 

Release 

The  strength  to  overcome, 
We’ll  never  survive  if  we  just  keep  swimming  down 
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FOREST  OF  A THOUSAND  PENCILS 


I wait  by  a deserted  library’  , 
closed  tor  the  holidays.  Snow 
whispers  down  and  I am  locked  from 

the  big  woods  of  books,  the  land 

built  from  numerous  pencils, 

and  countless  dreams.  Now  and  then 

in  a shadowy  shelf,  one  can 

bump  into  a castle,  or  a flight 

to  a villa  in  Italy,  or  shadowy  disguise 

ot  a black  robe. 

Windows  loom  dark,  and  the  illusions 
rest.  Will  they  come  out  tomorrow 
into  an  ordinary  world 
ot  paychecks,  sponges,  debts? 

It  I could  go  in  and  wander 
to  the  far  North,  would  I And 
trolls,  towers,  teases,  ghosts, 
gnomes,  knives,  knaves 

in  the  vast,  ever-changing 

o o 

kaleidoscopic,  labyrinthine 
Forest  ot  a thousand  pencils? 


Anya  Koala 


7 he  Bunny  & The  Toy 
White  pencil  on  black  paper 
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Allison  Solis 


Light 

Photography 


MIKE  GEBHARDT 


THE  LAST  MAPLE  LEAF 


November’s  crisp  wind  whips  you  in  the  face. 

You’ve  morphed  from  green  to  yellow;  crimson  to  brown, 
Ever  twirling  in  a bright  sun  without  heat, 

Hanging  on  as  long  as  you  can. 

Shaken  until  your  tiny  bones  feel  no  more, 

Knowing  there  is  no  relief  in  sight; 

That  you’ll  be  supplanted  in  Spring, 

Your  fate  ever  twisting  in  the  wind. 

If  you  let  go,  you’ll  be  in  misery  no  longer. 

Yet  you  persist,  attached  to  your  arbor  lifeline, 

Not  in  pain,  but  numb  nonetheless. 

You  stand  in  unity  with  your  fluttering  brethren. 

Steadfast,  strong  in  the  autumn  of  your  life, 

Unknowing  when  it  will  be  your  turn  to  fall, 

To  live  until  you  or  the  tree  let  go, 

Or  until  the  Maker  of  all  says  so. 

One  day,  we  will  both  drop, 

To  crumble  into  amber  dust 
From  which  new  growth  renews. 

And  when  that  day  comes, 

Let  me  be  the  last  maple  leaf  to  fall. 
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Mljeong  Field 


Sherpa  Girl 
Oil  on  canvas 
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Himalaya:  Condolences  To  The  Mother  Of  Deceased  Suldim  Dorjie  Sherpa 

Oil  on  canvas 


Himalaya:  A Smile  From  The  Heart 
Oil  on  canvas 


ZORY  DIMITROVA 


RUNNING 

My  feet  hit  the  ground  and  the  sound  is  almost  mellifluous.  The  pavement 
beats  against  the  base  of  my  foot  in  a rhythm  that  feels  like  second  nature. 
I simply  find  myself  falling  into  it.  The  sun  is  pounding  against  my  face,  the 
heat  clinging  to  my  arms,  legs,  my  forehead  breaking  into  a sweat,  breaking 
away  from  who  I am.  Creating  someone  new.  As  if  each  drop  takes  with  it 
the  parts  of  me  that  have  been  dragging  me  along,  slowing  me  down.  I feel 
myself  becoming  faster,  better,  newer.  The  sound  of  the  crisp  air  and  the 
slow  sway  of  the  wind  manifest  themselves  in  the  trees.  The  fresh  breeze 
fills  my  lungs  as  I inhale  and  silently  rejoice,  a feeling  of  euphoria  settling 
into  my  tummy,  warming  every  part  of  me,  bringing  it  to  life.  They  say  a 
runners  high  is  just  a flood  of  endorphins  being  released  at  once  in  your 
brain,  but  its  so  much  more  beautiful.  Sure,  that  could  be  the  chemical 
equation,  x and  y do  this  and  that  and  you  feel  good.  But  good’,  doesn’t 
do  it  justice.  I feel  alive.  As  if  all  this  time,  I had  been  trudging  forwards 
unaware  of  the  potential  flowing  within.  As  soon  as  I start  running,  I feel 
as  though  I have  found  my  place  in  this  world.  Nothing  can  stop  me,  or 
slow  me  down.  I’ve  been  asked  before,  what  is  my  happy  place?  I guess 
everyone  has  one,  but  what  if  mine  isn’t  a place,  so  much  as  it  is  a state 
of  mind?  I believe  in  running.  When  I first  started  to  run,  I was  running 
away  from  myself,  my  problems,  I ran  forwards  because  I couldn’t  bring 
myself  to  look  back  at  the  past,  I couldn’t  face  what  I was,  because  I knew 
that  somewhere  in  me,  I had  the  potential  to  be  so  much  more.  Only  now, 
looking  back,  do  I realize  that  running  from  things  will  never  bring  you 
forwards;  instead  you  find  yourself  running  in  loops,  circling  back  to  the 
beginning.  You  must  first  learn  to  accept  the  past  to  build  a new  future. 
Accept  that  who  you  are  can  always  be  improved.  We  can  all  be  better, 
that  is  a fact.  I am  no  longer  trying  to  outrun  myself,  now  I run  ahead. 
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Lauren  Laws 


The  Horse  Whisperer 
Photography 


Not  quite  as  fast,  but  instead,  absorbing  the  view  around  me,  taking  it 
all  in  as  I pass.  I run  towards  my  goals,  my  dreams,  my  ambitions,  and 
myself.  I try  to  catch  up  to  the  better  version  of  me  every  day.  And 
this  doesn’t  mean  that  I always  succeed.  I acknowledge  that  some- 
times we  fall  short,  and  sometimes  I cannot  quite  reach  who  I want  to 
be,  but  I lace  up  every  morning,  plug  in  my  headphones,  and  try  again. 
Because  as  soon  as  my  feet  touch  the  cement,  I am  one  step  closer. 
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CODY  AUMORONG 
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You  just  can’t  pay  attention  to  the  rouse  of  the  night, 
Waiting  for  daybreak. 
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ADAM  SCHWEITZER 


PERIODIC 


Wading  deep  in  the  wake  of  her  menstruation 
Flooding  the  cold  winter  air  with  the  scent 
of  wild  base  lizard  brain  f— ing 
My  flushed  face  wind  burned  cheeks  red  clay 
first  man  Adam  of  Eden  of  the  Earth 
soil  caked  flesh  scratched  and  scarred 
and  wearing  our  aftermath 
Our  mutual  bleeding  sacrament 
She  worships  at  my  feet  washed 
anointed  with  snow  crunched 
beneath  each  step  forward 
departing  the  confines  of  embrace 
to  walk  the  world 

Light  canvas  shoes  baptizing  feet  with 
purified  waters 

I am  reverent  in  my  self-referencing 

reflecting  history  against  this  very  breath 
Her  blood  as  a vestment  worn  against  my 
masculinity 

Her  eyes  turn  up  to  me 
She  sings  my  praises 
The  way  we  engage  makes  me  fearful 
as  it  would  be  so  easy  to  be  swept  up 
in  her  devotion 
When  what  I need  is  an  equal 
to  remind  me  of  my  mortality 
why  I enjoy  the  pains  and 
being  made  to  bleed 
I am  but  a man  and  she  is  not  of  my  rib 
she  is  sculpted  side  by  side  as  if  by 
a potter  and  his  wheel  and  kiln 
Our  coital  combination  in  the  image  of  god 
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Zachary  Zmorzynskl 


External  Emotions 
Acrylic  on  canvas 


ADAM 


MISMATCHED 


I can  shave  all  the  hair  from  my  body 
I can  cover  my  skin  all  in  ink 
Make  my  face  up  with  powders  and  cremes 
And  wear  all  the  fanciest  things 
But  I’ll  never  be  as  prettv  as  I wished 
All  the  art  in  the  world  is  nothing 
When  the  canvas  you  paint  on  is  flawed 
All  the  lumps,  scars,  and  wrinkles 
Show  through  and  disrupt  the  facade 
My  voice  is  too  thick  and  heavy 
For  the  words  that  rest  in  my  heart 
Thev  don’t  match,  thev  can’t  carrv 

I am  mismatched  man  built  to  bruise  and  beat,  not  to  bloom 

I am  the  soil,  not  the  flower 

What  does  it  mean  when  your  outside 

Doesn’t  match  what’s  within 

But  you’ve  identified  as  self  for  so  long 

That  to  undo  would  do  as  much  damage 

As  to  continue  on  as  other  than 

I question  self  and  labels 

Because  we  are  all  more  fluid  than  we  know 

Perhaps  I’ll  never  find  beauty 

But  I can  find  grace 


JULIA  ANDERSEN 
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Samantha  Callahan  Prescription 
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So  why  is  it  that  six  months  later,  the  chilly  imprint  of  the  brutal  winter 
Is  completely  gone,  without  even  the  smallest  scar  around  my  once  tormented  body? 
Perhaps  the  sun’s  brilliant  waves  are  manipulative  enough 
To  give  our  bodies  amnesia  up  until  the  end  of  the  long  year 
Because  the  heat  can  know  no  rivals 


CHRISTOPHER  ENSIGN 


THE  GLASS 


The  crystal  glass  is  half  empty  with  a dark  red  wine.  Lip 
stains  on  the  rim  show  its  devilish  intent.  Smacks  can  be 
heard  from  my  mother  s tongue  of  her  parched  mouth. 

I know  she’s  had  some,  even  as  I walk  through  the 
door.  How  the  wine  steals  her  away  with  a deadn’d 
replacement.  Every  sip,  every  drop  brings  a tidal  wave 
of  vindictiveness  and  sorrow.  A pair  that,  when  brought 
together  burn  into  my  retinas,  searing  them  with  a 
memory  that  I eternally  wish  I could  forget. 
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Dependence 

Photography 


KAREN  F.  FORSIIN-BOJNANSKY 

(For  my  beloved  sister. ; Eileen) 


THE  EMPTY  CHAIR 

The  empty  dining  room  chair 
where  my  sister  once  sat 
confronts  then  stares  at  me 
waiting 

So  I sit  beside  it 
to  avoid  its  glare 
and  significance 
maintain  my  composure 

But  it  demands  my  attention 
like  a former  lover 
grasps  for  a hug  or  a hand 
unwilling  to  be  ignored 

The  emptiness 

prompts  family  memories 

recalls  the  warmth  of  her  smile 

mutes  her  hoarse  voice  and  hearty  laughter 

TTie  chair 
like  her  picture 
hung  on  a wall 
a bittersweet  reminder 

My  grief 

momentarily  released 
again  anchors  itself  to  me 
waiting 

My  balance  wavers 
eyes  moisten 
I rise  and  turn  away 
“Mom,  let’s  go  out  to  eat.” 


Sally  Blottiaux 


Stage  Front 
Photography 
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LILLY  TEMPESTINI 


GLASS:  A PROSE  POEM 


I Afternoon 

Eight  jade  colored  bottles  sit  empty  on  the  windowsill.  Beside  the  bed.  Sifting  the 
afternoon  sunlight.  I stand  in  the  doorway.  Floorboards  worn.  Clothing  strewn 
across  the  room. 

Try  to  forget. 

Forget  how  more  was  the  first  word  either  of  us  learned. 

Hands  stretched  out  to  grasp  tightly  onto  something  a few  inches  out  of  reach. 

I was  always  dreaming  of  leaving. 

He  was  always  wanting  another  reason  to  stay. 


Walk  over  to  the  window. 

Open  it.  Pitch  the  bottles  out  onto  the  asphalt  driveway  below. 

One  at  a time.  He  flinches  in  his  sleep. 

There  is  a sense  of  relief. 

Today  we  are  nothing  but  shards  of  glass  glittering  green  against  the  ice. 
Broken. 


II  Hours  earlier 


Stumble  to  the  kitchen  in  the  dark,  feet  cold  on  the  linoleum  floor. 
Reach  for  a blue  glass.  Fill  it  with  water. 

Pull  my  phone  from  the  charger. 

Find  his  name  on  the  screen. 


Ice  throbs  cold  in  my  veins. 


Read  his  words. 


50 


Contact 


IIIIAT&T  4G  5:57  AM 

< Messages  Max 

Today  4:43 


Wish  i could  tell 


that  I’m 


( But  that  wouldn’t 
Ae  the  truth 


Sucked  in  air  quickly.  Let  it  fill  my  lungs. 

Try  to  shake  the  chills  from  my  shoulders.  Trip  back  upstairs  to  get  dressed. 
Watch  the  sharp  inhale/exhale  beneath  my  ribcage  in  the  second  before  I 
pull  a sweater  over  my  cold  skin. 

Phone  buzzes  another  time  against  the  vanity.  Hands  too  shaky  for  eyeliner. 


Are  you  there? 

3 USS 


My  eyes  close.  Then  open.  I type  quickly:  “I’m  here”  and  hit  send. 

“You  probably  think  less  of  me.  I’m  sorry  for  being  a mess”  I translated,  his 
words  like  a toddler’s  when  they’ve  had  too  little  sleep,  too  much 
stimulation.  Back  down  the  thirteen  stairs,  instant  coffee  tastes  like  sawdust 
yet  the  clock  embedded  in  the  microwaves  said  I was  running  out  of  time. 
Time.  Added  that  to  my  list  of  things  that  are  forever  not  enough. 

Outside  the  morning  so  sharp  it  feels  like  someone  took  an  x-acto  knife  to  it. 
During  my  drive  to  school  I listen  to  Sul] an  Stevens,  drumming  my  fingers 


against  the  steering  wheel.  The  best  part  about  these  too  early  mornings  is 
the  sunrise,  all  explosive  cameos  between  the  monolith  buildings. 

His  best  friend  slipped  away  last  night.  Mine  was  torn  away  the  autumn  of 
8th  grade.  Loss  is  loss.  Gone  is  gone.  Whether  it’s  lungs  that  give  up  on 
breathing  or  the  screaming  of  cars  colliding  head  on;  the  dreams  of  those  in 
the  passenger  seat,  in  the  hospital  bed,  they  don’t  stop  bleeding. 

After  school  I had  driven  to  his  house.  The  surrounding  streets  are  all  named 
after  trees  that  don’t  grow  there. 

Ill  Now 

I stand  in  the  bedroom  after  pitching  the  bottles,  while  he  rolls  over  I keep  staring 
out  the  window,  cold  air  icy  in  my  lungs,  breath  like  dragon  smoke  trying  to  choke 
me.  More.  More.  More.  One  more  morning  that  we  are  both  alive.  I shut  the  win- 
dow and  trace  shapes  in  the  condensation. 

They  used  to  ask  me  what  I wanted  to  be  when  I grew  up.  They  still  do,  actually,  just 
in  a different  way.  A way  that  demands  a logical  answer.  2pm.  Today.  The 
answer  came  as  his  hurricane  eyes  flickered  opened  in  confusion,  as  all  the  pain 
came  back  to  him  like  a punch,  hiding  his  face  in  his  hands,  whispering  my.  name; 
like  a prayer,  like  an  SOS  flashed  out  across  an  ocean  of  sadness.  I traced  the  word 
on  the  window.  “Enough.”  I want  to  be  enough  when  I grow  up.  Enough  to  bridge 
all  the  canyons  that  stood  between  where  we  are  and  where  we  should  be.  Enough 
to  fill  the  empty  baseball  caps  of  the  homeless  people  on  the  street  corners.  Enough 
that  those  beer  bottles  could  be  refilled.  Enough.  Enough.  Enough.  Without  ever 
feeling  empty.I  wanted  to  be  shattered  glass.  I wanted  to  have  everything  and 
nothing.  To  be  everywhere  and  nowhere  at  all.  To  be  fiercely  sharp  and  effortlessly 
beautiful.  To  catch  the  sunlight  and  forgive  gravity. 

Smokey  the  cat  jumped  onto  the  windowsill,  I held  her  in  my  arms. 

“You  didn’t  have  to  come”  he  said,  sitting  up,  smoothing  the  blankets  which  looked 
like  the  aftermath  of  a tornado.  I shrugged.  “I  belong  here.” 

Our  eyes  met.  The  way  we  looked  at  each  other  could  burn  cigarette  holes  in  the 
curtains.  We  had  spent  most  of  our  lives  standing  next  to  each  other.  On  the  swing 
set,  in  the  hallways  at  school,  on  our  walks,  on  the  train  rides  to  the  city.  When 
these  moments  where  we  stood  iris  to  iris  happened  all  the  things  we  never  said  to 
anyone  else  were  spelled  out  in  our  expressions. 
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I shrugged.  “Okay”  he  said.  “Okay”  I replied.  It  had  taken  so  much  time  for  him  to 
accept  that  he  needed  to  let  people  be  there  for  him  in  the  way  he  was  there  for 
them.  He  stretched,  then  motioned  to  a spot  on  the  bed.  I sat,  cross  legged,  patch  of 
sunlight  on  my  shoulder,  Smokey  wiggling  in  my  arms.  “Tell  me  a story  about 
him”  I whispered.  His  eyes  closed  “I  don’t  know  where  to  start.  It  isn’t  linear.” 

“Start  at  the  beginning.  We  have  time”  and  it  was  true,  that  day  we  did.  Time 
stretched  all  the  way  out  ahead  of  us  like  a roll  of  film.  It  didn’t  matter.  What 
mattered  was  restoring  any  bit  of  okay  that  I could  find,  sweeping  the  glass  into  a 
pile.  After  awhile  his  eyes  opened,  and  leaning  forward,  he  began. 

“The  first  time  I remember  Jack  was  at  the  playground  in  second  grade.  All  the 
kids  called  me  ‘Ghost  Boy’ because  I liked  being  alone.  Well,  liking  aloneness  was 
probably  learned,  maybe  it  would  be  more  accurate  to  say  that  I was  alone.  In  the 
hallways,  on  the  playground.  During  recess  the  bullies  would  jeer  at  me,  even 
though  I wasn’t  hurting  anyone  or  even  making  my  existence  known.  One  day  the 
biggest  kid  decided  that  they  should  prove  once  and  for  all  if  I actually  was  a 
ghost.  According  to  him  you  couldn’t  punch  a ghost.  I was  bigger  than  everyone 
else  then,  but  skinny-” 

“Then?”  I interjected,  nudging  him  in  the  shoulder  and  he  laughed  quietly. 

He  was  nearly  a foot  and  a half  taller  than  me,  legs  dangling  off  the  edge  of  the 
bed,  arm  dangerously  close  to  mine. 

“Funny.  I was  scared  but  I tried  not  to  let  anyone  see  that.  And  so  he  punched  me. 
Hard,  in  the  cheekbone.  Smugly,  he  claimed  he  hadn’t  felt  a thing.  Suddenly  Jack 
ran  up  to  my  side,  small  scrawny  kid  that  he  was,  he  had  a ton  of  friends  because 
he  was  that  kind  of  person.  He  patted  me  on  the  shoulder  and  called  the  bully  a liar. 
Jack  took  the  next  punch,  and  the  next.  I felt  sick  to  my  stomach  and  ran  to  the 
bathroom  for  wet  paper  towels  that  smells  liked  dead  trees.  He  grinned  and  his 
nose  was  bleeding,  the  teeth  so  white  against  all  that  blood.  ‘Thanks’  he  said.  He 
THANKED  me.  And  from  that  day  forward  he  would  hangout  with  me  on  the 
playground,  him  and  his  other  band  of  misfits.  We  were  all  we  needed.  We  were 
enough.” 

Smokey  jumped  from  my  lap  to  his  and  curled  up.  I digested  the  story.”Then  I 
moved  in  during  the  summer  before  fourth  grade  and  everyone  said  I was  stalking 
you  guys  but  that  completeness  was  something  I craved  after  the  divorce”  I added. 
He  reached  out  and  touched  my  shoulder.  “You  were  this  crazy  tough  girl  and  we 
were  all  scared  shitless.” 
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We  heard  steps  on  the  stairs  and  his  brother  Mike  poked  his  head  through  the  half 
opened  door.  Mike’s  face  was  a mixture  of  confusion  and  concern,  taking  in  the 
scene,  us  sitting  on  the  bed,  close  but  not  touching,  Smokey  was  sleeping  now,  the 
sun  getting  low  outside  the  window. 

“Are  you  hungry?  Pizza  just  arrived.”  Mike  asked  awkwardly. ’’Yeah,  I am”  We 
stood  up,  the  bed  creaking,  he  turned  to  me  “Are  you?”  I shook  my  head,  walking 
over  to  his  Xbox.  “Call  of  Duty  when  you’re  done  eating?”  I asked.  His  lips  formed 
something  like  a smile  and  he  said  “Only  if  you  feel  losing”  but  then  the  sadness  of 
his  statement,  the  other  meaning,  hung  in  the  air  and  we  both  felt  it. 

“Eh,  I’ll  let  you  win  this  one  maybe”  I grinned. 

We  played  for  awhile,  me  whining  when  I lost,  holding  the  controller  at  odd  angles 
not  actually  beneficial  to  my  gaming  performance.  After  the  second  game  I caught 
him  looked  strangely  at  the  windowsill,  the  sky  still  pink  around  the  edges  in  the 

wake  of  the  sunset.  “Didn’t  I have wasn’t  I really. ...  what  happened  to  the  beer 

bottles?”  I set  my  controller  down  and  stood  up. 

“Let’s  go  for  a walk”  I suggested,  finding  my  coat  on  the  desk.  “To  the  lake,  we 
haven’t  been  there  in  too  long.  He  followed  me  out  his  bedroom  door,  down  the 
thirteen  steps  and  into  the  yellow  kitchen.  While  he  searched  for  his  leather  coat,  I 
found  the  dust  pan  inside  the  cabinet  under  the  sink.  He  looked  puzzled,  yet 
understood  when  we  walked  onto  the  sagging  side  porch.  The  broken  glass  looked 
differently  in  the  porch  lights,  warmer.  “Oh”  he  said  simply.  “I  was  angry”  I 
explained,  bending  down  to  sweep  the  shards  into  the  pan,  little  chunks  of  ice 
getting  mixed  in.  “Hold  on”  he  said,  returning  in  a minute  with  a mason  jar  from 
the  kitchen.  I handed  him  the  dust  pan  and  he  slid  the  little  jade  green  glitter  into 
the  jar,  holding  it  up  to  the  light. 

“It’s  beautiful  in  a broken  way”  he  noticed  and  I agreed. 

We  walked  down  the  Maple  Street,  like  wounded  soldiers  on  their  way  home.  To 
the  lake  where  our  gang  had  spent  hours  and  hours.  Before  we  lost  Sabrina.  And 
now  Jack.  Before  our  lives  hit  the  asphalt.  The  lake  was  frozen  solid.  We  took  off 
running  until  we  hit  the  steps  that  led  down.  The  night  was  a clear  blue,  stars  being 
kind  to  the  suburban  sky. 

We  walked  all  the  way  out  to  the  center  of  the  lake,  slipping  and  catching  each 
other  on  the  ice.  I laid  down,  every  molecule  in  my  body  so  cold  it  burned.  He  laid 
down  next  to  me.  “Doesn’t  it  scare  you?  That  we  can  never  keep  this  moment?  That 
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time  doesn’t  stop  for  people  like  you  and  me?”  I asked.  “It’s  the  scariest  thing  in  the 
universe”  He  reached  out  and  held  my  hand. 

“Max.” 

“Katherine.” 

I 

We’d  been  doing  this  since  we  were  children. 

Saying  each  other’s  names  as  statements.  As  if  we  were  complete. 


A line  Fetter  Colored  Vases 

Photography 
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I appear  the  same  1°  SrasP  and  accept 

my  sullen  lifeless  eyes  *at  night  my  rape 

the  onlv  evidence  with  unconditional  love  and  forgiveness 

of  my  premature  death  the  chrysalis  of  my  rebirth 


BREE  SCOTT 


MIND  TRAPS 


My  feet  carried  by  a whim,  mind  plays 

sly  tricks  to  make  me  tick  and  teeter 

off  the  edge,  and  I digress 

that  I allow  my  hollow  friend, 

with  her  silken  voice 

and  expert  persuasion, 

to  take  my  choices  despite 

fearful  evasion,  though  the  root 

at  which  she  grows  stems 

only  from  such  fear  of  not  knowing 

Myself 
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Cecilia  Do 


Beautiful  Imperfections 
Graphite  drawing 


LIAM  MORAN 
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JONATHAN  IORENZETTI 


TRANSIENCE 


A long-lasting  stare 
A meaningless  glance 
An  inside  joke 
A rude  remark 

Bouncing  bed  springs 
Separate  twin  beds 
A baby  girl 
An  angry  teen 

A new  house 
A third  mortgage 
A Mercedes  Benz 
A totaled  murderer 

A loving  husband 
A lazy  drinker 
A loving  wife 
A working  mother 

Love  becomes  hate 
Life  became  death 
A life  living 
A life  ended 

It  was  pure 
It  was  true 
It  was  love 
It  was  transient 


62 


William  Marr 


Evening  Field 

Oil  painting 
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TAYLOR  CARSO 
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BREE  SCOTT 


A WORLD  WORN 


Radiant  seas  salty  and  pure 

tainted  thick  with  night  - 

hug  the  fine  edges  of  the  earth 

expanding  from  Her  tears 

And  crisp  air  becomes  a ghoul- 

and  he  gobbles  his  brothers  with  greed 

leaving  soot  in  our  mouths 

Pain:  sawing,  metal  pain  She  feels 

All  Her  fallen  children  lay 

in  the  back  of  a rusty  old  truck 

And  Her  poor,  precious  creatures  - 

live  in  plastic  packages 

or  flee  for  their  existence 

She  will  trudge  across  Her  realm 

and  weep  at  beauty,  now  lost 

And  Mother  Nature 

will  once  again  undo 

the  destruction  - 

of  a world  worn  and  dying 
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Seraphlna  Nelson 


Grassphault 
Photoshop  collage 


R d 
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Charles  Hoggins  III  Coming  Out  of  Ski 

Digital  manipulatio: 


TATTOO  REMOVAL 
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LOVE  LETTER  TO  A MATHEMATICIAN 


You  look  at  a string;  of  numbers  and  find  the  universe. 

O 

Excuse  me  as  I wend  my  way 

through  messy  imagery  and  hulking  metaphoric  mountains, 
words  on  my  back  and  fingers  to  my  lips 
where  I expect  the  poems  to  grow. 

You  find  Fibonacci  in  my  garden  and 
map  the  exquisite  turbulence  of  the  Mississippi, 
while  I ask  who  drowns  there,  and  why 
my  pen  is  its  poor  imitator. 

You  pull  and  tug,  urge  and  coax  galaxies 
into  clean  and  complex  equations 
so  that  humanity  might  brush  the  stars; 

I talk  about  their  diamond  pinpricks  against  the  eternal  blacknes 
putting  the  same  sky  in  the  same  frame 
as  any  other  mind  but  yours. 

I would  ask  that  you  streamline  my  words,  dear  mathematician, 
but  you  see, 

they  are  all  I can  shape  in  the  face  of  this, 
your  affair  with  our  universe 
and  me. 
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Looking  Glass  Falls 

o 


Charcoal  on  paper  8c  vellum  collage 


THANIA  HERNANDEZ 


WINDOW  OF  INNOCENCE 


Long  ago,  you  gave  me  insight  into  paradise 

A blanket  of  pure  blue,  illuminated  by  rays  of  gold,  was  always  above  you 

Right  below,  gleeful  faces,  bvely  animals,  and  roaring  vehicles  took  up  all  your  space 

No  matter  how  difficult  life  got,  your  images  made  me  believe  in  universal  goodness 

But  then  one  day,  you  covered  yourself  up  with  curtains  that  attempted  to  impersonate 
That  beloved  sky  you  were  once  so  open  to,  leaving  me  with  a dark,  polluted  horizon, 
Adults  with  lines  of  distress  and  sorrow  swelling  under  the  eyes, 

Dogs  struggling  to  break  free  from  the  leashes  that  keep  them  imprisoned, 

And  cars  bound  to  crash  or  break  down  if  drivers  are  too  reckless 

Why  did  you  betray  me,  you  miscreant? 

Was  obtaining  false  beauty  for  yourself  worth  destroying  everything  else’s  perfect  image? 
All  I can  wish  for  now  is  that  a stone  gets  thrown  into  your  vain  and  glassy  face 
Shattering  you  into  microscopic  pieces  invisible  to  all 
As  punishment  for  destroying  my  own  vision 
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KAREN  R FORSLIN-BOJNANSKY 


A TRIBUTE  TO  GRANDMA  GILLA 

Unlatching  the  crooked  gate,  I slip 

on  the  slanted  peeling  wooden  gangway. 

Feeling  warm  air  smells 

escaping  her  old  World  kitchen, 

I knock  and  call  loudly  to  tease  her, 

“Are  you  home,  are  you  home?” 

I hear  her  struggling  to  reach  her  cane 

or  wheelchair  calling  “Wait,  wait!  I coming!” 

A smell  of  urine  mixes  with  cooking  food 
and  sickly  aging  flesh  as  she  opens  the  door. 

“Come  on,  come  on!  I be  fixing  dinner.  You  sit!” 

As  if  wielding  some  invisible  sword, 
her  crystal  blue  eyes  pierce  my  heart, 
sinking  deep  into  my  soul. 

Pausing  there  to  peer  beyond, 
she  refocuses  on  my  face. 

“Whats  kinda  you  not  come  see  me, 
my  house?  You  be  mad?” 

“No  Grandmoo!  I work  hard,  all  day!” 

“Is  good!  Is  nice  you  work  hard.” 

She  smiles  and  stirs  her  soup. 
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Lophodont 

Photography 


Marianne  Hentges 


Dae  Hudson 
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Silhouette  Glow 
Photography 


MIKE  GEBHARDT 


TO  CATCH  A FALLING  LEAF 

Autumn  time  in  the  forest, 

A rainbow  of  color  and  light, 

When  trees  weep 

And  colored  leaves  delight. 

In  the  canopy,  no  place  to  hide 
As  birds  take  flight; 

When  trees  shiver 
Searching  for  heat. 

Warmth  is  fleeting. 

Leaves  reign  the  sky, 

Free  from  their  tree, 

On  their  way  to  die. 

Oh  let  me  be  there 
To  catch  you  on  your  way, 

To  caress  your  supple  skin, 

Before  it  wilts  away. 

Take  the  time 
To  catch  a falling  leaf 
On  its  way  to  die. 

It’s  not  too  easy,  you’ll  find. 

Winds  take  it  on  their  wing, 

The  leaf’s  one  last  fling. 

Such  a brief  time  to  be  free, 

Then  to  become  a blanket  for  its  tree, 
In  the  meantime,  embraced  by  me. 
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